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there was no shuffling or gazing around such as we had seen in
the slack monastery at Gangtok. One sensed the influence of
the abbot's teaching, imbuing his pupils with real seriousness
and devotion. Samdub happened to be sitting facing me. As
he wielded his bell and dorj6 his hands described graceful ritual
gestures. There is a whole language in these mudras, to give
them their Sanskrit name, for one who knows how to read
their message. A faint smile occasionally flitted across his
seraphic countenance. Most of his companions knew the whole
service oft by heart; but he followed in a book placed on a stand
in front of Mm, periodically turning the page over with a light
flick of his Snger. There was nothing to mar an atmosphere
of perfect edification: the only thing that spoiled the picture
somewhat, was ourselves with our incongruously cut clothes
which seemed aggressively out of place. I felt as if I ought to
be sent away like the man in the Gospel who attended the
King's feast without his marriage garment. It is extraordinary
how hopeless it is to try to reconcile importations from the anti-
traditional world with any traditional scene. I longed more
than ever to be allowed to take part in the life of these people
under conditions which would relieve me of all constraint.

In the evening Samdub and a friend of his came down to
supper at the bungalow. When the meal was served, we waited
for our guests to help themselves; but they paused as if em-
barrassed. Thinking they might be shy, I dipped a spoon in
the curry, but had only just time to drop it unobserved as
they started to intone a long metrical grace. When it was over
they took some curry and conversation began. Samdub told
us something of his life. He belonged to the village and was a
special pupil of the abbot for whom he professed enthusiastic
admiration. They used to rise at 5 a.m. and usually retired
to bed about sunset. They apportioned the day between
study, occasional services and meditation under the teacher's
direction. They gave occasional instruction to the laymen of
the village, and the Precious Master preached a sermon from
time to time. They spent pot Jess than three months of the
year in meditation; at a later stage even more time might be
given to it. During retirement, they kept silence and each man
attended to his.own needs. Samdub was certainly a diligent
pupil, with a grace and refinement all his own. It was strange
to think that he came from one of the same peasant families